The livetie of the warlike Maidcappeates, 

Pure ted, and white, for yet no beard has blett him* 

Andinbisrowlingcyes,fusvi(aoty, 

As if ever ment to coreft his valour.* 

HisNofc (land* high,aCharaact of honour* - ; 

His ted lips,aftet fights, are fit for Ladies. 

Emil. M'uft thefe men die too ? 

Per. When he fpeakes,his tongue 
Sounds like a Trumpet ; All hislyneaments 
Are as a man would wilh 1cm»ftrong,and cleane. 

He weares a well-fleeld Axc,the ftaftc of gold, 

His age fome fi ve and twenty* 

Mef Thcr’s another, . 

A little man, but of a tough (bulc,iceming 

As great as any : fairer ptomifes 

In fiich a P)ody,yetI never look’d on. 

Per, 0,he that’s freckle fac’d ? 

Mef The fame my Lord, 

Are they not fweec ones ? 

Yes they arc well. 

Me(f. Me thinkes. 

Being fo few, and well difpofd, they fhow 
(Sreat, and fine art in nature, he’s white hair d. 

Not wanton white,bnt fuch a manly colour 
Next to an aborne,tGUgh,and nimble fet. 

Which (ho wes an a£live foule ; his atmes ate brawny 
Linde with (Irong finewes ; To the ftioulder pecce, 

Gently they Avell, like women new conccav’d, ^ 

Which fpeakeshim prone to labour, never fainting 
Vnder the waight of Armes;ftout hatted,ltill. 

But when he Airs, a Tiger ; he’s giaycyd , 

Which yccldscompaffion where he conquerstlharpe 
To fpy advantages, and where he finds ’em. 

He’s fwife to make ’em his; He do’s no wrongs. 

Nor takes none ; he’s round fac d,and when hefmiles 
He fliowcsa Lover, when he frownes,a Souldier : 
About his head he weares the -winners oke, 

And in it fiucke thefayourof his Lady.* 
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"rkf Are they all thus? 

p!; They are all the fonnes ofhonout. 

: CXt Now as I have foule I long to fee’em, 

plclv about the Titles of two fongdomes ; 
TLoittyLovefliouldbefotyran^us , ^ 

n nv foft halted Sifter, what thiokc you ? 

W«pe tiot,t.ll they weepe blood ^ Wench it mnft Be. 
rhef. You have ftecl’d’em with your Beautie : hpnord 

ToyouIgivctheFeild sprayorderit, (Friend, 

Fitting the perfons that muft life It* . 

‘P^r. YesSir. 

Thef. ComeJIegoe vifit’em .* I cannot ftay, 

Theit famc hasfir’dmefoj TUI they appeare. 

Good Friend be reyall. 

p;;-. There fliall want no bravery. . 

-Emilia. Poore wench goc weepe, for whomever wins, 

Loofes a noble Cofcn,for thy fins. • Exemt. 

Scaena 5. E»ter UiierjtPooer fDtMor. 

1 D«ff. Her diftradlion is more at fome time of thcMoone, 
Thcnatocheif©me,isitnot? 

/^v.Shc isconiinually in a harmeleffe aiitc!npcr,llcepcs 
Little, altogether without appetite, favc often drinking, 
Dreaming ofanorher worW,and a better;and what 
Broken pecce of matter. fo’ercftic*s about,thc name 
Vdamon lardes it,that fliefarccs cvVy bufincs 

Enter D4Hgbter. 

WithalUyts it to every qiieftion ; Looke where 
Shcc comes, you ftiail pe rceive her behaviour. 

Dangh. I have forgot it quitcjThc burden o'nt,was Mwnc 
A doiyjie ^,and pend by no v^orie man,thcn 
Giraid9^SmiUo6 Schooj[eniaftcr;bc*s as 
Fantafticall too,as ever be may goc upon* $ legs. 


